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One 


He's convenient. That's what | keep telling myself. I'm furious enough to kill somebody and | just need time to 
cool off. | gotta let all this frustration out somehow, right? 


And he's always willing. 


Accessible, easy, and dirty. The perfect scapegoat to my problems. The whore ready to do anything at my 


beckoned call. He enjoys it too. | never hear him complaining. He would do anything for me, absolutely anything. 


Beat him, abuse him.he loves it. Smack him, fuck him.he just comes back for more. My personal plaything, my 
living punching bag. 


Am | sadistic? | don't think so. He deserves it, everyone knows that. He's a bigger prick then | am and everyone 
fuckin’ hates him. Oh, They're nice to his face, but no one likes him. They're all just scared of him. | don't see 

why, though. He's nothing but a fuckin’ bully, picks on the weak and helpless, those he knows he can beat. Look 
at the way he treats Slash! Mistreats the poor fuck and all for his own amusement. He deserves every blow | 


give him. 


Better him then David, right? Better to smash his face in, make him bleed then my sweet little Junior... 

I'm waiting in the hotel lobby, he should be down here by now. He's never late, never blows me off. Well, one 
time he almost refused me. We were all at a party, Slash was sick, puking all over the place. Axl told me off 
and brought Slash back to his hotel room. Thirty minutes later he's back and all too eager for me to rip him a 
new one, which | gladly did. He knows better then to turn me down. 

The lady at the desk is getting impatient. Axl better get his skinny a down here, pronto. 

"Sir? Are you going to check in?" 

"No," | say. "| already told you I'm waiting for someone.” 

She purses her lips Together. "Sir, you realize that it's two in the morning?" 

"| know." 

"Perhaps the person in question is sleeping?" 

Now I'm getting mad. | sneer at her and am about to come back with a real crushing remark when | spot the 
slut getting out of the elevator. He crosses the lobby towards me and yawns before speaking. "| was 
sleeping.or trying to, man" Without a word to him, | turn on my heels and walk out. | hear a light patter of 
feet as he keeps pace with me all the way to the car. He lets himself into the passenger side and looks over at 
me. "Let me guess..a fight with David? Is that all you ever do?" 

| snort and start the car. "None of your fuckin’ business.’ 

"So you did?" 

| growl as | pull out of the hotel parking lot and onto the main road. "Just shut it, bitch." 

There's a pause before he starts to speak again. "So..where are we going?" 

"My hotel room. The fuck is this? Why so many questions?” 

His hand grips my shoulder. "Just curious. Won't David see us?" 

| wince in spite of myself. "No, he's..." | search for the right word. "out." 


Axl whistles. "Must have been some fight to make him leave you." 


"Fuck you! What about you and Slash, huh? You just leave him sleeping in your bed, never the wiser?" 


"Yup, in my bed and sleeping like a fuckin’ baby." 

"You're a truly sick fuck" 

"Just a look in the mirror," he says softly. 

"What was that?" | ask. 

"Its funny..how we're so alike, how we can't break free from each other." 


| actually start laughing at this. "You really think you're the second coming, don't you? You conceited little piece 


of shit" 

"Maybe. You must come to me for some reason, though.” 
"Your ass?" | chuckle. 

"More then that, isn't it?" 


| shake my head, my laughter fading away. "Fuck, | didn't get you to discuss shit with you," | say rather 
harshly. 


"You never do," he says with another yawn. "Im your fuckin’ slave, aren't |?" 
E 

"You got a cigarette?" 

| start to say something else but change my mind and reach up in the dashboard and toss him my pack 
"A light?" 

"In my pocket," | grumble. "Get it yourself. Im driving” 


| can't tell but l'm sure he's smirking. He reaches into the pocket of my jacket and grabs my lighter. His hand 
goes to my thigh and the next thing | know he's practically on my lap, his lips glued to mine. 


| slam on the brakes and shove him off me. "Jesus..Fuck, Axl! I'm driving, asswipe!" 
"| know." 


"You almost got us killed!" 


There's a dangerous light in his eyes as he moves closer to me again. He's practically panting as he kisses me 
again, attacking my mouth with more force then usual. His body squirms against mine as he attempt to crawl 
farther into the seat with me. Fingers curl around my jacket as he yanks me against him. The minute | start 
to kiss back he becomes submissive, his fingers release their tight grip and he arches back, making me follow 
him. 


| pull back. "Let me.pull.over," | gasp as he starts to massage my cock, through my now dampening jeans. 


He sits back in his own seat, staring out the window with an odd sort of smile on his face. Almost as if he's 


sharing a private joke with himself. 

"What's so fuckin’ funny?" | say, hoarsely. 

The smile disappears when he turns to face me. His eyes look haunted. "Nothing." 

"Nothing?" 

He stares straight ahead, peering down the road. “The fuck do you care?" 

"| don't.” 

Nodding his head, he gives me that strange look again. "Up ahead there's a spot. Pull in there." 


| start the car again and drive in the direction he's pointing to. He leans against me, his hands go back to 


rubbing my throbbing cock. 
I'm getting hornier by the second, now l'm just itchin' to nail his ass right here. 


Fuck David. And fuck Axl and his problems.. 


